CHAPTER IV

SHE SINGS TO HER NEST

FROM my mother I learned to sing. She
was always working and always singing.
There were six children In the house, and she
knitted and sewed and baked and brewed for
us all. I used to toddle along at her side when
she carried each day the home-made bread
and the bottle of small beer for father's din-
ner at the mill. I worshiped my mother, and
wanted to be like her. And that*s why I went
in for singing. I have sung more songs in my
life than did Caruso. But my voice isn't quite
up to his! So my singing has brought me no
returns other than great chunks of personal
satisfaction. The satisfaction was not shared
by my hearers, and so I have quit. But my
heart still sings, and always will. And this I
owe to my mother.

I can see her yet in our tiny Welsh cottage,
her foot on a wooden cradle rocking a baby,
my baby brother, her hands busy with her
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